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Summary: A Sam-centric one shot. Very AU. Sam is pregnant with a 
little girl but can't forget the little boy she had sixteen years 
before. (Note: Sam is not married to Jason in this, but rather a 
character from sister soap. Port Charles.) 


He Would Be Sixteen 
**He Would Be Sixteen** 

**_I am not sure if I like how this turned out but here you go 
anyway. It's about Sam remembering the little boy she gave up for 
adoption years before. It's based on a combination of 2 songs - "He 
Would Be Sixteen" by Michelle Wright and "Secret" by Reba McEntire. 
Obviously, it's AU. Enjoy !_** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"You're awfully quiet this morning," Frank observed as he watched 
her across the breakfast table, idly pushing fried eggs around her 
plate with a fork.<p> 

She looked up at him, blinking her eyes as if seeing him for the 
first time. "Am I?" She asked. 

"Yeah. More and more lately you've been sort of a€ | zoning out on 
me, " Frank said. He tipped the tall glass of orange juice to his full 
lips and took a long sip. Setting it down, he studied her face. "Is 
something bothering you?" 

"No," Sam said. "Why? Should something be bothering me?" 

Frank shrugged. "I don't know. You tell me." 

"I'm fine, really I am." 



"You've been distant lately though a€ i Is whatever ' s going on a€ | 

Does it have to do with the baby?" 

Her eyes shot to his. Her throat became very dry as she choked out, 
"The baby - how-?" She watched his eyes drop to the curve of her 
belly. "Oh this babya€ | " 

"Yeah _this_ babya€ i Did you forget her?" Frank asked with a wry 
smile . 

Sam's heart tugged painfully in her chest. "Of course not. Anytime a 
woman is pregnant, it's special. You don't forget, you _can ' t_ 
forget. Not even for a moment." Her eyes burned but she held back the 
tears as best as she could. 

Her hands found her swollen abdomen. "I love this baby. Children are 
a gift, " she whispered. 

"They are, " Frank agreed. "But you know, if you want to chat about 
something, anything at alla€|" 

"I don't," Sam said. "I'm fine. Really," she said again. She looked 
at the clock on the mantle as it loudly chimed the time. "It's 
already eight. You'd better get moving or you'll be late." 

Frank nodded. "Yeah, you're right. I'd better hit the road." He 
drained the last dregs of juice from his glass and then stood, moving 
for the sink. He set down the glass and his plate, gave them a quick 
rinse, and walked over to her. He crouched low at her side. "You're 
really okay?" 

Sam nodded. "Yes, I'm fine." So what if it was a lie? It was _her_ 
lie; it was_her_ secret; _her_ burden. There were some things she 
could never bring herself to speak of. 

"OkayaCi Just do me a favor and finish your meal. You need to keep up 
your strength and you know what an effort goes into making the 
perfect fried egg." 

"I wouldn't know. I can't cook," she said with a weak smile. 

Frank chuckled. "But you've seen me do it. You know I only make the 
best for my wife." He slid his arms around her and gave her the best 
hug he could around her huge belly. He dropped a kiss to the top of 
her stomach and then pressed one to her lips before standing up, 
grabbing his keys and lunch off the counter and moving for the door 
of the rambling old boarding house. 

"Hey, Sam?" He said, pausing in the doorway. 

She turned to look at him. "Yes?" 

"I love you." 

She nodded. "I love you too, Frank." 

He lifted his hand in a small wave and disappeared out the door. Sam 
sat at the table listening for the sound of his car pulling out of 
the driveway. When she was sure that he was gone and that she was in 
the clear, she raced down the hall to their bedroom. 



Opening the door, she walked to the dresser and opened her lingerie 
door. Sorting through the various sexy garments that she was much too 
big to wear right now, she finally locked her fingers around the 
spine of a familiar volume. 

"Dear little diary, " she whispered as she picked up the leather bound 
book and hugged it to her ample chest. 

She sat down on the edge of the bed and flipped through the pages 
until she got to that old familiar entry, written on May the third, 
sixteen long years ago. She couldn't believe so much time had passed 
by. Her chest ached painfully; she almost couldn't catch her breath. 
The pages were damp with fresh tears which nearly obscured the words 
scrawled in big, blue letters. She knew every word by heart already 
though. She had read this very entry so many times over the years, 
and almost every day in the last few weeks. The bigger she grew with 
her new baby, the closer she got to her due date, the more she 
thought of the child who came before. He would be sixteen now. By 
god, he would almost be a man. 

She dashed at her damp cheeks and began to read, quietly murmuring 
each word aloud. Each word seared her aching heart. She felt as if a 
knife was twisting deeply in her chest. It still hurt that much; the 
pain still ran that deep... 

><em><br>Dear Diary, _ 

_Can you believe this? I gave birth to a baby boy today! Yes, a baby 
boy. He is six pounds, five ounces and so beautiful with big blue 
eyes and a head full of light brown hair. He is perfect. I wish I got 
the chance to hold him but my parents wouldn't let me. They said if I 
did, it would only make it harder for me to give him up. But don't 
they know, don't they care, that all I wanted was one moment to count 
his little fingers and toes and cuddle with him? I wanted to feel his 
warm breath on my face and his little head resting against my chest. 
Most of all, I wanted to say goodbye to him and tell him that I'll 
always, always love him and I'll never forget him as long as I live. 

I wanted to tell him I wasn't giving him up because I didn't love 
him; no, I was doing this because I do; because I know I can't be 
what he needs and what he deserves. _ 

_But he's already gone. I don't even know the name of the family who 
is adopting him; I just heard they're really nice people. I so hope 
that's true. I hope with all of my heart that they will protect him 
and keep him safe and love him the way I wished I could have. It 
hurts so bad, thinking I'll never see him again, but what choice did 
I have? I had to give him up. I couldn't raise a baby on my own. I'm 
barely sixteen. My parents would have kicked me out if I kept him. 

I'd have no way to support him and his father a€ | Well God knows Nash 
wanted nothing to do with him. That hurts too. The idea that Nash 
never even came to the hospital to see his own son be born, that his 
dreams of going pro were more important than the life of a little 
baby. I don't love Nash anymore - at least I don't think I do - but 
Shane deserved better than to be forgotten by his own dad._ 

_Shane, you ask? Well Shane is what I would have called him if he 
were mine to keep and to love. Shane Alexander McCall. I don't know 
what his new parents will call him but I am sure it's not Shane. 

He'll always be Shane to me though, in my heart of hearts. I know I 
will never forget him, never, ever. I know there won't be a day that 



goes by that I don't think about him and wonder about him and worry 
about him and most of all, miss him. I carried him inside of me for 
nine whole months and while I think my parents want me to just forget 
that, I know I never can. When I turn eighteen, I am moving so far 
away from this stupid town and I swear I'll never tell another living 
soul about Shane. He will be the sweetest secret inside of my soul 
forever ._ 

_I miss you already, Shanea€|_ 

_Sincerely , _ 

><em>Sam (the heartbroken one) <em> 

A sob escaped her lips as she slowly shut the book and hugged it to 
her once again. One hand found her swollen abdomen and she caressed 
the slope of it gently as her thoughts spiraled to the little 
blue-eyed baby boy from her secret past. Little Shane. Oh she had 
loved him with all of her heart, the same as she loved the little 
girl growing inside of her. The difference was that she would get to 
hold and nurture and love on this baby. She would get to nurse her 
and watch her take her first steps. Things she had never gotten to do 
with her son. Her beloved little boy. He would be sixteen now. _My 
god, sixteen !_ Had it really been that long ago? 

She wondered what Shane might be like. At sixteen, on the brink of 
adulthood, would he be as handsome as Nash was, as tall as him, or 
even taller? Would he be built, slim, what? Did his hair stay the 
same shade of brown or did it lighten, becoming that rich golden 
color that ran in Nash's family? What did Shane do for fun? Did he 
drive a car yet and if so, what make, what model? Did he have a lot 

of friends; maybe a BFF? What about a girlfriend? Was he a 

heartbreaker like his father was? Did he have a lot of love in his 

life? Did he ever feel lonely or sad? Did he ever wonder about Sam? 

_Did he even know about her at all?_ 

These thoughts twisted up her stomach and she fell heavily back onto 
the bed, just lying there for a long time, that familiar journal 
pressed to her heart. She remembered everything so well. The past was 
never very far from her mind. 

She was a lot different now. Back then, she'd been so hungry for the 
love that her parents could never really give her; so completely 
susceptible to the charms of the handsome varsity football captain. 
She had been head cheerleader even though she was not really the 
typical, bubbly sort of girl one would expect a cheerleader to be. 

She had only joined the squad to belong to something, to someone. 

It had made sense to date Nash. He had money and looks and when he 
had smiled at her just so, he'd melted her fragile heart. They'd had 
sex for the first time in the back of his Lexus after a game. She had 
clung to him desperately as he pumped his hips, thinking that that 
was as close to whole as she'd ever feel. 

They hooked up all over town - under the bleachers, in restrooms, in 
random bedrooms at wild parties; everywhere, but at his house. That 
should have been a clue - that he wouldn't bring her, the hoodrat, 
around his rich, well-to-do parents. To his day, she'd never met his 
parents and she was sure that they didn't know they had a grandchild; 
that their precious son had knocked up some girl and then kicked her 
to the curb when she turned up pregnant. His dreams had, after all. 



been more important than hers. He was going to go pro one day, he 
swore, and having a baby just didn't fit with his plans to conquer 
the world. Sometimes she hated him for that; sometimes she thought 
she understood. He had to have been scared too, completely unprepared 
to raise a baby. Sometimes she forgave him though he had never 
actually asked for her forgiveness. 

Her thoughts wandered as she lay there. Once again, she wondered what 
Shane might be like. Whenever she passed a teenage boy in the 
supermarket or on the street, she would stare at them for as long as 
she could, wondering if somehow he could be hers. She saw his 
adorable face in every sixteen year old boy. Or, she _wished_ that 
she did. After all of these years, she still hurt for Shane; still 
wished that she had gotten to hold him; still wished like hell that 
she'd gotten to raise him, even though practicality told her it never 
would have worked out; that she would have eventually let him down. 
She still didn't speak to her father Cody; she hadn't gone to her 
mother Evelyn's funeral. Right or wrong, she still blamed them for 
forcing the baby out of her life; for refusing to let her touch him 
just once. Maybe it was wrong, but she couldn't let go of that old 
anger. Sometimes, on days like this, the feelings still crippled 
her . 

She shook her head, trying to draw herself back to the present. She 
had a wonderful life now with an amazing man. Frank Scanlon was 
everything Nash Brennan had not been - caring, kind, loving. She had 
a new baby on the way; a good job that allowed her to enjoy a long 
maternity leave; nice friends and supportive in-laws. But she would 
always remember Shane; after all, she'd given him life. She would 
always remember how she'd love him so fiercely, with every breath 
inside of her. 

She crawled up to the pillow, clutching the old, tattered diary to 
her body. Soon she had drifted off into a gentle sleep. In her 
dreams, she got to hold her baby, she got to know the little boy he 
was and the man he would become. She got to tell him that she was 
proud of him. 

She woke up a long while later when she heard movement in the room. 
She popped open her eyes and spotted her husband sitting on the edge 
of the mattress, removing his boots. He looked over at her and 
offered her a little smile. "You okay?" 

"You keep asking me thata€ | " She was well-aware that her arms were 
still wrapped securely around the leather volume. For one insane 
moment, she had the strongest urge to tell Frank everything, to tell 
him about Shane. She wanted Frank to hold her in his arms and lie to 
her that this wouldn't always make her ache so much. She wanted him 
to tell her that her regrets were unfounded, that she had done the 
right thing, the only thing, she could have done. 

Frank's large hand came to lightly caress her damp cheek. "You can 
tell me anything," he said. "Anything at all. Why are you so 
upset ? " 

She sighed and rose up on her elbows, setting the journal on the 
bedside table, hoping Frank wouldn't ask about it or its contents. 

The moment of insanity had passed and she knew that she could never 
tell him the truth about her baby. While she knew that he wouldn't 
judge her, actually having to verbalize what she was feeling, would 



surely drop her to her knees. Besides, she reasoned, things had 
turned out how they were supposed to, right? 


"I am alright," Sam said. "You know how pregnant women can get; how 
hormonal they can be." 

"That's all this is, Sam - hormones?" 

"Of course." She leaned over and gently kissed him on the lips. His 
fingers knotted in the smooth locks of her hair. He then laid down 
beside her and pulled her into his arms, hugging her to his chest. 

She listened to the rhythmic thump-thumping of his heart. Back when 
she was a teenager, she had been too young and too naive to really 
know what she was all about; to even know what love was. But she knew 
who she was now, at least, she thought she did. She was Mrs. Frank 
Scanlon - wife and mother-to-be; fierce and strong. She could and 
would make it through this, somehow, someway, even as she knew she 
would never forget Shane. She didn't want to. He was her first true 
love and he always would be the little secret she nurtured deep in 
the quiet of her heart. 

><st rong><br>THE END.** 


End 
f ile . 



